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his peerage. Other guests were Winston Churchill,
Lord Salisbury, Mr. Pandeli Ralli, Lord Wantage,
Lady Tree, and the Duke and Duchess of Portland.
Among the visitors who came behind the scenes in
those days, I think no one left so deep an impression
on my mind as Lord Rowton, the former private secre-
tary of Lord Beaconsfield and the creator of those
blessed Rowton Houses, where the down-and-outs can
get a clean and refreshing bed for a few pence. I see
him now, his long, elegant figure leaning against my
wife's dressing-table, his carefully trimmed white
beard, his pale face, and his luminous eyes fixed upon
my wife, in her costume of the ' Little Angele * in our
play Rouget de Ulsle. He had come round after the
performance, the tragedy of which had deeply stirred
him. He was complimenting my wife on the reality
of her performance and was saying " My dear, I hope
the picture of such sorrow is not the result of experi-
ence?" It was indeed, though we could not tell him
so. Our old strumpet was weaving a heavy net about
us. In the hope of bolstering up the receipts of the
Triple Bill, we announced special matindes of The
Only Way. The result was satisfactory enough to
warrant a revival of the old play, and as Ib had made
such a favourable impression, we decided (as an addi-
tional attraction) to use it in front of The Only Way,
by cutting out the prologue of the latter play. Futile
effort! The receipts went steadily down, and the end
of our brief reign at the Prince of Wales Theatre came
in sight.
And though we were drawing nearer and nearer to
the brink over which we were soon to be dashed, we
had to smile and smile and play the game of unruffled
prosperity. Bills for costumes, for carpentering, for
scenic artists, for the thousand and one things required
for our productions, and arrears of rent were piling
mountains high. One of my business-managers during
that period volunteered to show me'"where I stood."
The total was staggering. He advised "an honourable